72	Can This Marriage Be Saved?
I don't deny Florence has a strong physical appeal for me, al-
though there is more to the attraction than that. Perhaps I could
have resigned myself to the fact there was little sex in my marriage.
But I cannot get along without companionship. I grew up in a
noisy, crowded house—I'm the youngest of six—jammed with
friends of both sexes and all sizes and ages. Doris grew up with
one little sister who was crippled, and their mother kept their
house as neat and quiet as a hospital.
Our present home is just as quiet. Whatever time I get in, it's like
stepping into a morgue. I tiptoe into the kids' room and make sure
they are covered—I can always count on finding my son's blankets
heaped on the floor—and then I tiptoe into the master bedroom.
I'm keyed up and anxious to talk about my day. Doris doesn't open
an eye. Of course I could wake her and ask her to do something
specific for me, but she'd fumble around half asleep and there
would be no satisfaction in that. I look down at my sleeping wife
and feel as lonesome as any bachelor all by himself in a hall bed-
room.
In my loneliness, I guess I was waiting for Florence some while
before I met her, Florence is willing to go anywhere or do anything
at any hour of the day or night. She is like a Fourth of July sky rocket
She is as wide awake as a ten-year-old on the Saturday the circus
comes to town. Her husband is also perpetually weary. I'm sure
that is what first caused Florence and me to take a second look at
each other—the look between a man and a woman that counts.
Back when our two families were spending week ends together,
the children would eat and then run out to play. At that point Ralph
would collapse on the sofa while Doris dozed in a chair. Florence
and I would put on some records and dance. I had planned for
Doris and me to celebrate our tenth anniversary in a fancy night
club. We wound up at a neighborhood movie. Florence looks like
a million dollars in her clothes. Doris automatically ruins the style
of anything she puts on. She didn't notice the sweater I gave her
was cashmere. She didn't bother to change to an appropriate skirt,

